4                            THE DESERT OF LOVE

the Jack of proportion existing between the insignificance of

Eddy H____, and the feeling of uneasy restlessness which was the

legacy left behind after that young man's defection-----He was

pleased to find that this weed of sentiment, when he tried to pull
it out, came away without any difficulty. He wound himself up
to the pitch of thinking how little it would mean to him, next
day, to show his friend the door. He even contemplated without
concern the possibility that he might never set eyes on him again.
It was almost with a sense of gaiety that he thought: "I'll wash
my hands of him once and for all." He sighed with relief, only
to find that a sense of unease remained which had nothing what-
ever to do with Eddy-----Ah, yes, of course, that letter! He

could feel it in the pocket of his evening jacket. No point in
reading it again. Dr. Courreges, in communicating with his son,
made use of a telegraphic brevity of expression which was easily
remembered:

Staying at Grand Hotel duration Medical Congress.
Available mornings before nine, evenings after eleven.

Your father,

PAUL COUKREGES.

"Not if I know it!" he murmured, unaware that his face had
taken on an expression of defiance. He held it against this father
of his that it was less easy to despise him than the other members
of the family. On reaching the age of thirty, Raymond had
demanded a lump-sum down comparable to what his sister had
received on her marriage. But in vain. Faced by the parental
refusal, he had burned his boats and taken himself off. But it was
Madame Courreges who held the purse-strings, and he knew
perfectly well that his father would have acted generously by
him had he been in a legal position to do so, and that money
meaat nothing to the old man. "Not if I know it!" he said to
himself once more, but could not, for all that, help catching the
sole of appeal which sounded in the dry little message. He was
&r kss blind than was Madame Courreges, who felt only irrita-